UR contast of the Inst throee

14 victorious, winning by Just (wo stories,

mounthe has closed and the Blue team
The Busy Beon must

not feel that because the time was extended & week any lnjustice
has been done, for all the storien used this week were In a week
ago and befpre the expiration of the three months, so that every

one of the storles were sent in within the time Iimit,

The extension was

made only because there weére so many storles they coull not all be used

last week.

And this week also closes the relgn of our king bee, Albert Goldberg
of Bhenandoah, In., caplain of the Red team, and our queen bee, Gall How-
ard of Omaha, capiain of tha Blue team, and to snccesd them ithe Busy Beea
bave eleoted Joseph Kolar of Omaha, king, and captain of the Red team, and
Nora Cuollen of Omaba, queen, and captain of the Blue team, for the next
three months, Both oor rulers are from Omaha this time, It will be noticed.

Gall Howard has written another good letter for our page this weelk and
the editor hopes all the Busy Bees will read It

Bome of us have gotten careless agnin and tqrm’ntt.en the word limit for
stories. Beveral good stories have had to be rejected lately because they
included more than 260 words and there has also been a number of accounts
of trips, We are not uslog the trips any more, boys and girls; only the

original stories,

Of course, everybody ia just now more Interested in Christmas than any-
thing elwe, and the Busy Bee editor Iz surs this best loved holiday of the

whole year will afford the subject for
be sure they are original.

lots of good stories, only we must all

Our posteard exchange Is growing every week and now Includes: Alla
Wilken, Waco, Neb.; Allce Temple, Lexington, Neb.; Eunice Bode, Falls City,

Neob.; Jeau De Long,
Louisa Reebe, 3600 North Nineteenth
Capltol avenue, Omaha; BEda Behling,
Neb.; Juanita Innes,

Alnsworth, Neb,;

2789 Forl street,

Mildred Robertson, Manllla, In.;
aveopue, Omaha; Gall Howard, 4722
York, Neb.; Fetelle McDonald, Lyons,
Omaha; Marguerite Bartholomer,

Gothenblirg, Neb.; Loulse Hahn, David City, Neb.; Vera Cheney, Creighton,

Neb.; Faye Wright, Fifth and Belle

streets, Fremont, Neb.; Ruth Ashby,

Falrmont, Neb.; Maurice Johnson, 1827 Locust street, Omaha; Lotta "Woods,
Pawneo City, Neb.; Miss Paullne Parks, York, Neb.; }‘uulu Btlles Lyons,
Neb.; Hulda Lundberg, Fremont, Neb.; Bdoa Enos, Stanton, Neb.; Alice
Grassmeyer, 1546 € street, Lincoln, Neb,

Tha prize winners for this weel were Joseph Kolar, aged 13 years, 1812

Bouth Bighth strest, Omaha, Neb., and Ruby Denny, aged 11 years, Casper,
Wyo. Honorary mention was given to Gall E. Howard, former queen of the

Busy Bees.

[ =

The Magic

By Helenn Davis.

Snowdrops

ITTLRE BEE AND LITTLE BEN
were twin slster and brother.
And they wWwere very, very
poor. Thalr parents worked in
s great faotory that was bullt
@ ut the edge of d high mountalin,
Put at the time when Bee and Bon Jived
the fuctaries wers called shops. ‘There
was no such thing as factories then, al-
though the large shops of that period wera
almost llke the factories of today. In or-
der that the little renders might know just
what sort of u place the parents of Rue
~and Ben worked in I have called the
*shop" a “"factory.”

And all day Jong Bee and Ben stayed
at thelr home, a mere cabin built of logs
and thateh with & mud chimney, There
were no wWindows In the cabin, and whan
the door was shut to keep out the cold
the place was very dark, heving no light
save that which was made by the llttle
fire In the fireplace. And as [uel was
sosrce with the poor, Hee and Ben wore
obliged to ba vary saving of the stleks—
{they called the wood faggols)—which
they Iald upon the fre during thele
parents’ absence. And not only did ihe
little boy and girl suffer for want of light,
but they suffered intensely from the cold
when the winter onos set tn.

One day sarly In December the little
palr were neated beside the open door
looking out towards the great mountain
that lifted it houry head toward the
olouds. Although It was very cald out of
doors the ohildren prefearred the echill
breath of the mountaln te the eclowed,
dark room with the firellght flekering hers
and there and making ugly shadows to
frighten them. Bo they kept thomsslves
as comfortable ss they could by wrap-
ping the bedeclothes about thelr thinly-
elad forma and sat beside the open door.

“*The mountains are very tall,” sald Doe,
wondering what mywsteries were hidden
Away lo thelr canyons and caverns. "I
should like to fiy lke u bird and see what
is on the vary top.”

“Ah! falries dwell there,' declared Hen,
his eyes growing big and hright as he
looked upward. ‘Fuiries live ip the top of
the mountain™

“And there live the weather makers, (00,"
pald Bee. “It s from the mountain tops
that the snowflakes come. Usgh!" And
the lttle girl shivered as she thought of
the cold that came with the snowfnkes,
“Usgh! I gon't ke snow, and as long as I
19 clear we oan sit out of doors and e
the mountains*

“And we may also see the roof of the
shop where our father and mother work.
And ws may watch for father's and
mother's coming as the dark cresps down.'
sald Ben. ‘“'But when Wt snows we must
close the door, go 10 the fire and crouah
begide It to keep warm, and wail In the
darkness for the sound of father's and
mother's foolstepa outside the door.”

But just as they talked the viouda gath-
ared about the orest of the mountain top,
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shutting off the sun's welcome rays. DBes
and Ben wntvhed the darkening with mis-
givinge. ™AL, aighed Iittla Bes. "“The
woather-malkers have begun to fix thoir
real winter. Hee the dark smoke from
thelr weather furnace.”

"Oh, yes, the smoke makea the clouds,
doesn't 1t?" asked Ben. "And by tomors-
raw we'll have to close the door and remain
inside. The snowfifkes will fill the alr and
the alr will be o chilled that If we stick
our noses out they will be sadly nipped
and made to sting as though they had been
really bitten by s wolf, ‘Ah, it Is tédo bad
that the snowflakes must come to tha poor.
Were we rich ke the lord of the village,
whe owns lands and shops, we could have
& comfortable house with windows In 1t
and & big fire In the fireplace, & fire that
would leap upwurds and roar and crackle
and flaah. And wa'd have large rooms
with vioh rugs about on the floors, ruge
mude from the soft skinm of Gears. tigers
and llons, And thore'd be a kitchen bullt
bedldoe the houme In whioch whole deer would
be roasted, great loaves of yeast and
sweel broad baked, and most dellclous but-
ter and cheese made for us to eat of to our
fill. And our mother would remaln at
home with us all day, only going out to
ride In o rich carriage, taking us with hep,

“Yen, and our father would own lands
and shops and be good to thoss who
worked for him. He could never, never
bo eruel with his laborers like the rich lord
of the village 15 with his pear en the
lund and In the shops,'” sald Bee, ‘‘Were
wWe rich there would pever be a hungry
person In the lumd.  Wae'd feed, clothe and
warm all the poor."”

“Indeed we would," agreed Ben.

But at this moment the éhlldren saw
an unusual sight. There, ‘round the point
of hill which separated the grest factory—
or shop—from thelr own home, eame thelr
parents, walking slowly with bent heads
Their attitude bespolie some trouble. Hoth
the childron felt that sgme calamity had
befallen their purents, for it was yetl sarly
In the afternoon and the parents Wad nsver
before left thelr place of work before davk.

"What can bhave happensd?' Dee asked
the question, knowink @i the same time
that her brother could not answer her,

Pretiy soon the father upd mother reachod
the door of their cabin, As they crossad
the threshold Beo and Ben suw that thelr
faces were deadly pale, and that thelr
mother's ayes were dim with unshed tears,

"What ls It, mother?" asksed Bee, throw-
ing her arma about her dear mothar's nsok,
"Why do you and our father ocome heme
befare the nlght brings you?™'

“The lord of the village and owner of
the great shop, haw sold his possessions to
a duke from another country, Tha new
ownar does not wikh the services of the
laborers now. employed In the shop, Bo,
your father and | are among thoss die-
oharged from work, W& bave nolhing to
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The Ole Gander. The 0leander:

The Gander loves Yo promenade
Around The farmers poullry-yard,

While,as we see,
Is quite unable

the Oleander
to meander.

RULES FOR YOUNG WRITERS

L plaialy ons mide of the
p.-'-i“bmn- the pagen.
8. Use pon and ink, mot pencil
S Bhort and peinted articles will
Be given preference. Do not use over
250 words.
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(First Prise),

Mr, Toad

By Joseph Kblar, Aged 13 Years, 101 South
Elghth Btreet, Omaha, Neb. Blus,
Once there was o toad that thought him-
self very wige and was always telling other

creatures how to behave.

Omne hot summer day he seated himeelf
on a tloadstool  and began talking to =
butterfly and two stag-beetles who were
nearby,

“You are no doubt very well-meaning
crealures, but your manners are nol good.
You are always flying or running about,
Always on the fidget.*

“Wea are aobliged rto run about for our
food," sald one of the stag-boetles; "‘wa
foed on the sap of trees and plants” The

butterfly sald he fed on tha honey of
flowers and slept on the bawthormm by the
pond.

“"Bad habite, bad habits,” repliad thas
toad; “why can't you ait otill and catoh
flies as I do? There i the agquirrel, he's
never atil). I declars It makes me quite
glddy to mes him whiaking about om the
branches In the way he dees"

“What's that you are saying about me?"
cilled out the squirrel, looking down from
among the leaves. "T've a grest mind to
throw some nuts at you"

""No, don'}." sald the toad *'You won't
hit meif you do. It would be muoch better
for everybody If they imitated me. 1
never dream aof climbing trees or flying
about. I it -quistly all day on & stool
The great thing is to be dignified and mit
quietly on o stoel™

Just then there was a loud crack, and the
toadotool on which he was sitting broke
and down feil the tond.

“Hal ha!™ laughed the squirrel, “where Ia
your dignity now, Mr. Toad?' But Mr.
Toad sald nothing; his pride had a fall

(8econd FPrise.)

Her Thanksgiving

By Ruby Denn&.‘y:gogh:; Years, Casper,

Miss Osborne was sitting In her chalr,
thinking. 8ha had nothing to be thankful
for, she thought. Even though she hud
everything she wanted mod plenty of
money besldes she had no relatives, but
was alona In the world

As shin was thinking over thess things
she heard a knock at the door. 8he went

to the door and found a Uitle girl with
raggod clothea and bare, cold feet. Her
hands wora so blua with the cold that Miss
Oaborne made har coms in by the fire

“Misa Osborne,” began the cohild whon
she was in by the warm fire, "our neighbor
sald that you wantad somebody to do your
washing, so I have come 1o ace If we could
get "

Then as sha looked at the rich furnish-
Ings of the room, she sald: "My, but [
ehould think you ought to be thankful,
with such a boautiful house and a turkey
and s many nios things to eal. We are
thankful, though we've only #an old
roosler Instend of a turkey. Mamma Ie
golng to put some vinegar om It se It
won't ba so tough.'”

When ahe was warm Miss Orborne jet
her have the washing. She also gave the
Hitle girl a turkey, sweel potatoes, cran-
barries and many other things that go
with Thankagiving. The girl was very
grateful for these things and thanked Mias
Osborne again and again.

After the eMld was gone Mins Opborne
sat down and thought It all over aguin, and
she doclded that sahe dld have somesthing
to be thankful for aftor all

(Honorary Mention.)

An Obedient Boy
By Gall B. Howard, Aged 13 Yoars, 4/
Capltal Avenue, Omuha, Neb. Blue

Onee there was a boy who was working
for a man that was very particular about
obedlunce.

One day when there wasn't very much to
do Mr. Brown thought he would make &
test of Lthe boy's obedlente.

He said, "Edwin, go up to the attic and
bring down Lo me a bushel of beans that
you will find up there,"

Ha wont up and scon returned with tha
beans. Then Mr. Brown said, "Empty
them on the floor.” Edwin obeyed. Then
he was told to pick them up one by one
and count them, which Edwin dld,

Of courss Edwin did not know why he
had been called upon to de this, But he had
been taught to cbey at heme, and 8o he
did what Mr. Brown aaked him to,

Mr., Brown then lold Edwin why he had
neked him to do It, and slso told him that
he was n very trustworthy boy,

Edwin waa very glad to have Mr. Brown
aay this about him, and always after this
tried to live up to It

A Happy Christmas
By Alla Wilken, Aged 12 Years,
Naeb. Red.

Ned was a poor boy, who had no mother
to take care of him. In faot he had no
friends at all. He was a crossing sweesper,

One day as he was standing at & cross
ing he heard some yéllicg, Looking around
to ses what It was, he saw that some
boys were pounding & dog till it was nearly
doad. A& he did net like to see a dumb
animal treatod this way, he went over and
got the dog away from the boys. Just as
he had rescued it and returned to the
crossing o gentloman and little gir]l came
up to where he waa

Mr. Jones, the gentleman, told Ned that
it was his lttle girl's dog, so Ned gave it
to her. Mr. Jones asked Ned where he
lived. He told him that he had no home,

Wioo,

not even & place to sleep. When Helen

(ne this was the Ilttle girl's name) heard
this she looked up at her father and said,
“Papa, can't we take this boy home and
give him a home, d#nd as tomorrow 1s
Christmas, we will o&ll him our Christmus
present.” Her father, who was a rich mun,
pald, "Yes, we will take him with us and
give him a home."”

Ned mald ho had never had such a plens-
ant Christmas.

A Queer Indian
By Hasel Day, Aged 14 Years, 3843 Frankiin
8L, Omaha. Red.

On a western ranoh about thirty yeurs
ago, 4 number of young men were working:

One afternoon the snow began to fall
In & few days a blizgard was at its helght.
For saveral days the storm held sway,
Provisiens wers getting low, and the men
bad to be very careful how they used
them. They must make some Way to get
fosd or elss they must all starve,

One momning the cook appearsd at the

five upon now, *und our hsarts are very
heavy." Bo expluiped the sorrowing mother
of little Bee und little Ben, while the father
entered the cabin and dropped diseanso-
lately in his chair in the eorner by the
fireplapre.

Bee and Ben ran and brought faggots to
replenish Lhe biage, Than they [fetched
from the cupboard what food Lhere was
and placed It upon the tabla for their tired
parants to sat. And all the while that they
worked they whispered together, planning
on doing something Lo help the dear parents
who wera almost overcomb with discour-
agement. “I'l ask tie falries to ocome,'
whigperad Bee T slip out as soon as
the night falls and call aloyd to the falrins

who lHve on the mountain and pray them.

to come and amaist our dear father and
mother to find work."

“And Tl remain in doors and talk to our
parents to keep their minds off you, for
should they discover that you had left the
hourme they would begome worried, think-
Ing that some wicked wprite had coaxod
you away. and wduld run out and call to
you. That would break the charm, and
the fairics would not hear you," sald Ben.

That night, a% soon mn It was really

durl, Hes watched her opportunity to
slip frem the house, Boon her parents
bogan talking over soms plan by which
they might find work during the winter.
But though they planned. thelr hearts
were sore afrald that their hopes would
be dashed to nothing. Ben, sitting be-
tweon them, engaged Lheir attentlion with
#everal guestions about other discharged
workers, asking what certain good nelgh-
bors would do new, that they wers turned
out of the shop, or from the tilled lands,
and winter &t hand .

Bee saw her chance snd ran softly out
&t the half open door, taking peins to
cloge It softly behind har. ®mes out of
doors she turned her eyea towards the
high mountain top, crying oul In a soft,
pleading volce:

“Come, good falries, and help my dear
father and mother. They are out of werk,
have no lands nar shope, nor golden colna.
Come and lead us to & place whers work
is to be had'

Then Bee sank upon ths oold ground,
o gvercome’ by emotion that she did not
foel the wintry blast that struck through
her Lhin garments. And as ahe crouched
there, her eyes looking towards the tep of
the great mountain that loomed so darkly
before her, there appearsd over (s top &
soft whits mist that ocrept silently down
the mountsin sidé, growing whiter and
denser with avery minule,

“A snowstorm!” And Bees shudderod,
rising and returning to the house. “And
wo have nothing for breakfast, and just
enough fuggota for the night, with nons
for the morrow, and no eoin with whioh
to buy more from the hauler of wood,
And noe more food In the gupbhosrd-and
father and mother out of work and no
prospect of finding any for some tims W
ooms ™

After Bes had crept Intg the house and
lay hersslf down am bher litle cotl In one
gorner of the room ber parents doclded Lo
retire for the night. The father coversd
the fire to heold it Wll merning, the door
was bolted and sll were seen In their beda
And soop the weary [ather and molher
tlept and Jittle Ben slepl also. Butl ou ber
eot littln Bea lay wide awake, expocting
something to happen. Toward midalght
Hea felt a oold draft of wind sweep down
the chimupey; then she saw several largs
fakes of enow, soft and white, falling upon
the aah-covered fire. Strangs o say, these
flakes did nol mell, They lay where they
fell for some momesis, then slowly they
sxpandsd inle shopes—ahapes of (alries
Bee sat up and rubbed her eyss. Burely
she had fallen maleepy and was droaming.
But no, there they were, severai protty

fairies, knd one carried a little wand with
& star on its point. This fairy came to
Bes and suid: 1 shall cause & deep sloep
to fall upon your parents and brother,
Then you shall all be carried to & beautl-
ful country beyond the mountaln, where
you shall be made rich and happy. Nona
but you ahall know of the journey till they
awake in the morning."

But just as the fairy was about 1o wave
her wand over the sleeplng parents of Bas
that litue girl stayed the magic wand, say-
ing: "Will you please, good fairy, take
all the poor who were disoharged from the
shop today, tooT They are as poor and un-
bappy as we are.”’

“Your wish shall be granted, little hoart
of gold” replied the [alry, Then she
wived her wand over the sleeping man,
woman and bey, causing them to slumber
more deeply. And then thay were lifted by
A hundred winged falries, Bees, of course,
being carried also, and were taken from
the coid, dreary old osbin out into the
night. And over the mountain they were
carpled as fast aa the birds fly. Before
dawn they wore set down in & lovely house
so comforiable and full of warmth and
lght thet Bee clappod her hands with hap-

iness. “Oh, how glorious!” she oried, And
ﬁ:m her parents and prother swoke,

1t is impossible to il of thelr happy sur-
priss, and their thankfulness to the good
fulries who had brought them hlther, But
It took Beo and Ben some time Lo Assure
thalr parenis that they were not dréeaming,
but wide awake.

And near to their home strotehed greal
sores of rvich land: and on the land wers
numerous protty cottagos where the tillera
of tha soll and the workeras In the shops
were o dwell, And all these belonged to
the parents of Bee and Hen. And when,
after & good breakfaut, Hen's and Heo's
father went to look over the lande and
shops which were his own, what wus his
happy surprise to find there ali his old
comrades who had worked in the shop be-
wdse Blm and his good wife en the other
gide the great mountains, And In the good-
ness and thankfolness of his heart he made
each man owner of his own oolinge
and several acres of vich land, And thers
for many, many years lved the most con-
tented people on ull the earth. And they
owed their happiness to thelr own goodness
and the magle of the falries, the fulries
who only bhelp the guod, you know, and
who never &0 anything for ths seifish sad
whoked.

And WMtls Bea and Witle Ben were the
mowt beloved among all those happy peo-
ple and wore always called *“The Magiec
Bnow Dropa™

Aoor and announced that thay had eaten
the last plece of bacon and the last potato
for Dbrosakfast. The men stared &t ssch
othar with blank faces. What can be done?
One of the men stands gusing out the
dingy window,

All of & wudden he turns around and
says that he will go to the village for fond,
His chum says if he goes he will go too,
The olthers dldn't want them to go, but the
two were determined,

They start that afterncon with baskets
and packs. Three days they are on the
Foad. Thres duye they sippd hunger and
cold. But at last they reach the village lo
snfoty and aftar resting All thelr baskets
and start back, Py thia time the storm has
stopped.

In tha evening, when aitting around a
fire they hear a "pit, pat; pit pat.” Think-
Ing it Is Indlans, they load thelr guns and
stand ready. Thay are very much fright-
ened, becuume two I8 quite & small number
to ten or more. The nolss gets loudsr and
louder. 1t Is very naar. By the moonlight
thay oun see o donkey coming towsrd them,
You can Imagine they wuare rallaved,
Catohing tho donkay, they load him down
with baskets and sacks. When they reach
the ranch, as many as have strength give
throe cheers for thelr brave fellow men

Frank's Turkey

By enty-Sen stber, Bouth Buahar Heb.

Blue.

Frank was a poor boy. e was mbaut
18 yeare old. His father had bean o car-
penter, but had fallen and hure himsalf;
g0 his mother took In washing to support
the family.

Thanksgiving was coming, but they eould
not afford a turkey, so Frank took his gun

_that his father had given him and started

for the wooda to see If he could shoot any-
thing for Thanksgiving.

When hoe had gone a Hitla way Into the
woods ho heard & sound that ofade him
turn around, and thers, as he supposed,
wns a wild turkey. He ralsed his gun and
shot {t. Frank took It home with him and
they had 1t for their Thanksgiving dinner.

That afternoon & man cames to Frank's
houss and asked Frank If he had seen a
turkey around there. Frank told him about
the one he had shot and the man sald bhe
thought that 1t was his. Frank took him
in to his father. Mr. Morgan (for that was
hir name) asked him what his name was.
Frank's father told him that it was John
Emith and told how he had heen hurt,

Mr. Morgan went homas after & whila, but
promised to come again,

One day ha omme hurrying over and sald

that he had found out that Mr. Smith was
his consin.
* The next Trkankagiving Prank 4id not
have Lo go out and hunt for a turkey, be-
cause his cousin, Mr. Morgan, wns a rlch
man and asked them to come and live with
him, becsnusse he was not married. They
a4 go to live with him after a while and
were very happy.

Jane's Teddy Bear

By Lailu Mac Cos, Aged 13 Years, Florence,
"  'Neb, Blue

Jane was a poor little girl who lived in
the suburbs of u large city. SBhe had few
toys snd she cared for few.

But one day Jaoe saw a teddy bear In &
window, and that momemi she docided
that that was what she "had" to have.
But how wus she to get it, that was the
question,

Evory day for weoka she looked at it
us she passed to the tenement school. It

wos a brown teddy, with a large bow of.

pink ribbon around s neck. Jane was
only 7 and could not eount mueh; so mhe
held up five fingers. one for every dollar—
§0. On her way she pondered how to get It.

She saw Rev, Mr. Russel, & fourishing
young minister, pull his handkerchief out
of his pocket, and lo, something else cama.
Jane ran to plok it up and It was his purse.
Bhp had & mind to keep [t, as she wanted
the teddy so, and she had seen a lady look-
ing at It. But she ran on and called to him
to walt, When she handed it to him he
sald, "Thank youw" and started on. 'Then
he turned and sald to her, "Hero |8 some-
thing for belng honest.” and in her hand
he lnid 35 She ran back to the slere and
got her teddy, for the lady had not taken
it. June stlll has her teddy and prizes it
very much.

What Happened on Saturday

By Alice Temple, Aged 0 Years, Lexington,
Neb, Red

It was Baturday moming. Mamma had
promised to let Helen and Mary ge to the
moving plcture show that afternoon, As
their Aunt Mumie was going away at 09§
that morning Helen and Mary went to the
depot with her. As thay were going to the
depot Clare Rosenburg ceme up and asked
them to come ovar to her house that after-
noon, As she was golng te have a lttle
party.

That afternoon Mary wanted to go oyer
to Hthel Lincoln (one of her friends), Mary
had gone and Helan was reading when her
mother, who had gone to have her halr
wushed by Mre. Robb, ‘phoned and told
her to bring seme oertaln things down to
the shop.

As Allce wan golng she passed through
Rosenburg’s lawn, Her oousins, Jesephine
and Charlotte Robb, were there, They said
they had come (o the party st 1, when it
was to commence af 1:30. When MHelen re-
turned she found twoe mere of her couains,
Ruth and Mavjorle. Then the ehlldren com-
munoed pluying games, But after a while
Chariotis came up to Helen and sald, “"Bay,
Helen, Ruth just teld me you thought you
wore mmait, Let's go home @o Helen
went in and put on her cost and hat and
they started.

Now the twins, who were Josephine and

By the fire Mabel sat;
ar gat beside her
Mabel sald, “"Doar Puss
And Pussy answered, ''Pur-pur.'”

Cat!"

-

Charlotte, Ilved un the west slde of Tlosin-
burg's. After they started Josephine mald,
“Lat's g0 back and tester-totter.” As thes
tumed back, Ruth, Marjorte and Ciare
camo up to theam. Ruth went up to Helen
and struck Wer. Helen, who wam of & flery
temper, struck back, and so on.

The twins and Helen went back to thelr

house and acroms the fenco a Mght was
commencad with all. It happened that the
children were throwing clods, bricks and

sticks st each other &nd Charlotte hit Clara
on the side of the head. Instantly Clire
bogan to ory. Then the threa girls ran as
hard as they could up to Helen's hause,
which was aboul three blocks away

They woere on the bridge by ithe house
when the twing heard thelr hired girl call-
ing to Charlotte. Charlott then ran put in
the playhouse by the barn, when some one
‘phoned up and they had to go. Wil you
g0 with us; Helen?' naked Josephine,
“Well, T guess #0," Heolon answered, 8o
they went around another wny and cropt
in thelr Louss. They happenad to look out
the window and saw the ahildren with
Mra. Fosenburg standing thers. Clare hnd
& bump on her head as big a9 an egm

The @irle, anyway Charlotts, have never
done that agein.

=

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

Wants to Hear from the Noys.

Dear Editor: 1 Uve In Bembv Park, so 1
have written about it. Why don't the
boys writa? All the storles are writien
by girils, o I cannot choope n king, but 1
choose Huth Ashby as gueen. She has
written aplendid storles. 1 hope to got' a
prize, aa 1 write storles every once in
awhile. Yours truly, RUTH KOCH,

Omaha, Neb.

Loyal te the Reda.

Dear Editor: I have not written to you
for a long Ume but have not forgotten
you. I have just looked over the paper
to gea If the Hed side has won any prizes
and found put that only one member of
the Red side has a story pn the page,
thanks to that girl, for If she had not
writtan the Red pide would bs left oul
All the new members seem to join tha

Blug #ide. Pleasa put my name In to ex-
change postals. ALTA WILKEN.
Wago, Neb.

——

HMow They Are Bullt.

Poar Bditor: Here Is a plece that I
think might do for Lthe Busy Bea's page:
NOT BUILT THAT WAY,

A boy will est, ahd & boy will drink,

And o boy will play all day, A

B“lh? :or won't worlk, and & boy won't
think,

Boecause he ain't bullt that way.

A girl will sing, and a girl will danoe,
Anﬁ a pirl will work oroohet,
But shs ean't throw a stons and hit a
church,
Beoaune she ain't bullt that way.
I found it in a spesker of mine, It d4id
not give the name of the person who

wrote IL RUBY G. DENNY.
Cuapar, Wye.
Mabel s Fomnk and Moedest,
Denr Hditer: I read the lettera and

storfes In the children's page every Bun-
day and theught I would like to write
myself. I would Uke to join the Blus side,
1 am sendlng & story which I hope to see
published. Tha first time I wrote it I
had over 000 worda so I had to write It
over and Jeave one of the best parts out,
I've ouly got one pet and that s & bird
namod Dick. I used to have a palr of
white rats, byt one of them bit me, s I
gave them away. [ am. 18 years old mnd
very tall for my sge. I have biue eyes
snd short brown halr and am unusually
ugly. MAYEELLE TINKER,

Omahuy, Neb,

Messnge from the Queen. ,

Dear Editor and Busy Bees: An this is
my last tims to write you while I am
quesn I am gulng to make Lha best of IL

I want to thank all of the Busy Bees
that voted for me for thelr, gqueen and 1
hope that I have boen & loyal one, too,
The Blue side girls and boyas did certalnly
maks up thelr minds to win and I think
that they will, The Red nldes won  lost
time, but we will wear the badges of hopor
this UWme.

The lnst time 1 wrols a lutier there was a
mistaks mads In Ruth Ashby's name and
1 thought [ would correat It now,

1 think that Ruth Ashby of Falrmont,
Neb,, would make & nice guesn nnd Karl
Wall of Omaha would make & nice king
Your quesn, OAIL E HOWARD, Omaba.

Omaha, Neb.

X

Warning to Wee Ones

Lattle wee Dirdies, get Into your nests;
Jack Frost ls coming this way;
He wili touch with e every bough and

wig.
And the losa will stay many & day.
Little wes hears, gel Intg yoor caves;

Tha winter ia coming, you know.
The winds blow cold from the froaen

North
And bring with them drifting snow
Attle wea children, gel Int ‘ﬁraur beds;

or the wind-drifted anow ‘f' o fust;

You might freesa your nose wnd preity
pink toes,

Weres you eaught out In Winter's wold

Blast,
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